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The Hitt o;ie of King Lear, 

purfuc the offender, how doft my*Lord? 

Glofi. Madam my old heart is crackt, is crackt. 

Reg- What, did my fathers godfon feeke your life ? he whom 
my father named your Edgar ? 

giofl. I Ladic, Ladie, fhame would haueithid. 

Reg. Was he not companion with the ryotous knights, that 
tends vpon my father ? 

Glofi, I know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 

Baft. Yes Mad am, he was. 

Reg. No maruaile then though he were ill affefted, 

Tis they haue put him on the old mans death. 

To haue the waft and fpoyle of his reuenucs: 

I haue this prefent euening from my lifter, 

Beeue well inform’d of them, and with fuch cautions, 

That if they cometo foiournc atmy houfe,ile not be there. 

Duke. Nor I, allure thee Regan •, Edmund, I heard that you 
haue Ihewen your father a child-like office. 

Baft. TwasmydutieSir. 

Glofi. He did betray his praftife, and receiued 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

•Duke. Is he purfued ? (jlofi. I my good Lord. 

Dui\e. If he be taken, he lhall neuer more be feard of doing 
harme,make your ovvnpcrpofc how in my ftrength you pleafe, 
for you Edmund, whofevertue and obedience, doth this inllant 
fo much commend it felfc, you (hall bee ours, natures of fuch 
deepetruft, wee lhall much need. you,we firftfeazeon. 

Baft. I lhall ferue you truly, how euer elfe. 

Glofi, For him I thanke your grace. 

Duke. You know not why we came to vifit you . ? 

Regan, Thus out offeafon, threatning darke eyM night, 
Ocafions noble Gloflerot fomepoyfe. 

Wherein we mu ft haue vfc ofyour aduife, 

Our Fatherhehath writ,fo hathour lifter. 

Of diferences, which If left thought it fit. 

To anfvver from our home, the feueral mellengers 
From hence attend difpatch,our good old friend. 

Lay' comforts to your bofome,Sc bellow your needfull councell 

T o our bufines, which craues theinftant vfe. {Exeunt. 
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The Hi fern of King Lear . 

Glofi I ferue you Madam, your Graces are right welcome. 

' Enter Kent , and Steward. 

Steward. Good euen to thee friend, art of the houfc ? 

Kent. I- Stew. Where may we fet our horfes i 
Kent. If h mire. Stew. Prethee if thou loue me, tell me. 

Kent. I loue thee not. Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 
Kent. If Ihadthee in Lipfburiepinfold, I would make thee 

Ca #«r. m Why doft thou vfc me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Stew , What doft thou know me for i 

Kent, Aknaue.a rafealban eater of broken meates, abate, 
proud (hallow, beggerly, three fhewted hundred pound, filthy 
worftcd-ftockcn knaue .alillylyuer’d action taking knaue, a 
whorfon <ftaftegazing fuperfinicall rogue, one truncke inheri- 
ting fiauefone that would ft bee a baud in way of goodferuicc, 
an ifart nothing but the compofition of a knaue, begger, cow- 
ard, pander, and the fonneand heireof a mungrell bitch, whon] 

I will beat into clamorous whyning, if thou denie the leaft filial 
ble of the addition. 

Stew, What a monftrous fellow art thou , ffius to raile on one, 

that’s neitherknowne ofthee, nor knowes thee. 

Kent, What a brazen fac’t varlet art thou, to deny thou 
knoweft mee, isittwodayesagoe fincelbeatthee,and triptvp 
thy heeles before the King ? draw you rogue, for though it be 
night the Moone lhines,ile make a fop ofthe moone-lhine a you, 
draw you whorfon cullyonly barber-munger, draw . ? 

Stew. Away, I haue nothing to doe with thee. 

Kent. Draw you rafcall, ^ou bring letters againft the King, 
and take Vanitie the puppets part, againft the royaltie of her 
father, draw you rogue or ile fo carbonado yo ur lhankes, draw 
you rafcall, comeyour waves. 

Stew, Helpe, ho, number, helpe. 

Kent. Strike you Haue, Hand rogue. Hand you neateflaue, 
ftrike ; Stew. Helpe ho, murther, helpe. 

Enter Edmund wit b bit rapier drawne , Glojter the fDhke 
and Dutcheffe. 

Baft. How now.whats the matter? 

> e Kent, 
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